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One minute to two.
Retief was back in his room. Everything was the same: the
table, the chair, the pen.
He had thought of its all being the same. He looked at the
clock: at the place where the hands had been when he left,
The hands had gone on moving while he was away. Time
had passed... irrevocably.
The clock was an accompaniment to life: the ticking
seconds a mechanical pulse which marked the passage of
what man called time. Actually there was no such thing. It
was a fiction. Man was better without it. Animals knew
nothing of time. They lived, bred, and died within time, but
without it. He thought of himself, of his ignorance. He was
like a child. The difference between a man and a child was
that the child was without precedents. Because a thing had
not happened before, a child had no way of guessing results,
no way of guarding itself.
He felt rested, without tension. His mind was freed. Only
temporarily, as he knew from experience, but for the moment
free. Had he harmed the professor? Olga was still the same.
He had taken nothing from her. She was not damaged. In
fact, she was better. She was always better afterward; hap-
pier; sleeker. Purring like a cat as it sat by the warm fire lick-
ing its fur, smoothing it; flexing its limbs, driving its claws
into the furniture and stretching.
There was no solution. Of God..". of the Devil... of
magnetic attraction... of this... of that... A thousand
answers. No answers. Did everyone torture himself like this?
Did everyone seek an answer to desire, to lust, to love? He
picked up his pen again.
I was holding it like this before, he thought. He looked at
his hand. It held the pen. He looked at the clock. His hand
only a few minutes ago had been cupped on Olga's breast
Now it held a fountain pen. Warm flesh. Black vulcanite...